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P wide } Prince of y ft* 

£ie doing fo, put foorth to S?as> 

Where when men bin, there's lildomeeale. 
For now the windc begin* to blow, 
i hunder about, and deepes below, 

Makes fuch vnquict,tbai thefhip 
Should houfc him fafe, i* wrackc and fplit, 
.And he (good Prince) hauing all loft, 

By waues, from coaftjs tort : 

All perifhen of man of pelft. 


Wbatpittifull cries they made to vs, to helpe them, 
W i«o(wclladay) we could fcarfe ly helpe ourfelues* 
j . Nay Matter, faid not I as much, 

W’hen 1 faw thcPorpas.how he bounft and tumbled ? 
They fay, they are halfefifh, balfe flefh : 
a olague on them, they nerecome but I looketo b® walhs, 
Mafler, I Maruell how the fifties hue lit the Sea ? 

t . Why a* men do a Laud, a 

ernes cat vp the little ones : 

rich Mlfers,_ t© nothing fo fitly 
Whale $ he plaies and tumbles. 


Scarce. 


man of pelft, 

Nc ought efcapcn’d but himidfe • 

Till fortune tried with doing bid, 

Threw him a (hereto giuc him glad : 

And hccrehc comes ; what fliall be next. 

Pardon old Cower , this long’s the Tcxr. 

£ uter Ttrislcs wet. 

Per. Yerceafle your ire, your angry Stars of hcaueu 
Winde,Rainc , and Thunder ; Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubrtancc that murt yceM to you : 


The great 
lean compare out 

As to a • • , . , , 

Driuing the poore Fry before him, 

And atlatt dcuoure them all at a mouthful!* 

Such whales hauel heard on a’th laod, 
who neuetleauc gaping, tiU they fwailowed 
The whole Patilh,Ghutch, Steeple, Bels and alb 
Per, A p retty Morajl. j 

j .But Matter, If I had beene the Seittos, 

I would hauc bene that day in the Belfrey. 
a. Why man? 

S .Becaufe he Ihould hauc (wallowed me too. 

And when I had beene in his belly, 

I would haue kept fuch a iangling of the bels, , Cj 

That he would nnuer haue left, Shout 

TUI he caft Bcls ftceple.Church and Parilh vp agaioe : 

Butifthe good King Simomdes were of mymindc, 
fir. Simonides } 

3, We would purge the land of thefe drones. 

That rob the Bee of her hony. 

Per.How from the fenny lubiedl of the lea, 

Thefe Hfhers tell the Infirmities of men. 

And from there watry Empire recoiled?. 

All that may men approue, ©r men detect, '' a | 11 i 

Peace be at your labour, honeft fifherroen. 

a, Honeft, good fellow, what's that, if it be a day fits yen. 
Search out of the Kalendcr, and no body Jookc alter it ? 

C a Per 


A«d I (as fits my nature) Jo obey you. 

Alafte,the Seas hath caft me on the Rockes, 
Wafht me from Ihore to Ihore^and left my breath 
Nothing to thinke on ,buc enfuing death t 
Tct it fulfice the grcatncfic of year po wets, ' 

To hauc bereft a prince of all his fortunes. 

And hauing throwne him from your watry o'rauc, 
INcre to haue death in peace. is all hecT rraue. 



